THOMAS A. EDISON

A remarkably clever young fellow. And remarkably untidy. He
spent his money on books, and left practically nothing for his
clothes. One winter he went without an overcoat and nearly froze
to death. An experimenting vagabond. From city to city he
drifted, and from job to job. Easily hired, easily fired. His ideas
were too "crazy" for his superiors. Talked about sending two
messages over a wire. "Why, any damn fool knows that a wire
can't be worked both ways at the same time." This "lunatic" was
a bad influence upon the other fellows in the office. "Out you
go!"

And out he kept going until finally he found his way to Boston.
It was on a midwinter day in 1868 when he walked into the Bos-
ton office of the Western Union and asked for a job as a tele-
graph operator. The superintendent, George F. Milliken, looked
up from his desk. What a disreputable-looking hobo! Pants too
short and too tight and all but waterproof with smudge. Shoes
torn and twisted out of shape. Hat so ragged that one of his ears
protruded through a hole. Shirt, a patchwork of tatters that
hadn't been washed for weeks. And hair, a matted jumble that
seemingly had never known the touch of a comb.

Tom Edison had written from Canada to a Boston friend
about this job, and the friend had shown the letter to Milliken.
"If he can take it off the wire in such a script," said Milliken as
he looked at the printlike handwriting of the letter, "tell him he
can have the job."

But when Milliken looked at Edison with his unkempt hair and
his unwashed shirt and his rickety shoes, he was not quite so sure
of the young fellow's ability. "Come back at five-thirty," he said
reluctantly, "and perhaps I'll give you a trial."

Edison came back at the appointed hour and found the clerks
grinning at their desks. They had prepared a practical joke
against this country bumpkin who dared to ask for a job as a city
telegrapher. They had wired to one of the fastest New Ybrk op-
erators to send a special news report of eight hundred words, and
now they sat back to see the fun.
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